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Not Just Sound And Smoke 


Author's Notes: 


Merry Ficmas, everybody! And thank you Shion for the wish, it was fun to write (and the first ficmas gift | 


ever wrote)! | hope you enjoy it. 


There's nothing erotic about Johnny smoking cigarettes. He just chuffs them away like an old Irish farmer, 
without even taking them out of his mouth once. It is fascinating. 


As we're jamming along, trying To take hold of one of the loose melodies that linger in the air around us, | can't 
help but watch him. From the corner of my eye, | see him strumming his guitar as if he was playing for his 
life, yet he looks so relaxed all the while, fag clamped between his lips, smoke blowing out of his mouth in the 
steady rhythm of his breathing, while his fingers move as fast as humanly possible. 


| can't get much out of a guitar, and clumsy as | am I'd hit all the wrong strings, were | to play that fast. How 
his chords and tunes are not only so flawless but bursting with emotion and nothing short of intoxicating is 


beyond me. Johnny translates the longing tone of my lyrics into the universal language of sound, making the 


listener feel every little sensation within me, whether it be hopeful, hurtful or hateful. 


| should be scared of how he exposes my inner life more than my own words do, and yet there is that 
mystifying film that glistens through all of his music, fogging its origins while elevating it into higher spheres 
at the same time, detached from everything mundane, like - | ungrudgingly admit - my woes and sorrows. 
That's what makes it so liberating and enjoyable. And all those thrills and chills building up to a final catharsis 
only caused by the magic touch of Johnny's fingertips to a couple of tightened strings - it never ceases to 


amaze me. 


I'm making no secret out of the fact that it's sheer sorcery to me. Nor do my eyes, as | can tell by how 
Johnny smiles at my astonished expression, seeming highly amused. His cigarette tilts upwards a tiny bit as 
the corners of his mouth do just the same, and there is a pleased look in his eyes, as if he feels deeply 
appreciated. He never brags about his talent, as that is beneath each truly skilled artist, but | know that he 
likes to see some recognition - who doesn't? -, and whenever | seem impressed by his playing, his joyful wink 
tells me he takes it as a compliment. | needn't say anything, it is all in my admiring gaze. And feeling how proud 
it makes him, | don't even bother hiding it. It is barely a second shared between us, a knowing look, then Johnny 


exhales another puff of smoke that clouds his eyes, and we go on 


As rehearsal is over and Mike and Andy head off to hit the pubs, | hesitate to come along, because Johnny 
says he's staying. Usually it's the four of us and my ridiculously loud laughter as Johnny cracks one joke after 
another. Or the four of us and my clandestine glances that crave to catch a glimpse of Johnny's eyes. The 
four of us and my increasing awkwardness as | try to act natural around Johnny. 

But tonight | sense the chance to be alone with him and my quivering heartbeat, if only for a few minutes. 


"What are you up to?" | ask, and it comes out shyly, though | prepared my voice to sound all casual and 
confident, but my vocal cords conspire against me, it seems. 
"Waiting for Angie," he smiles quietly. 


It is only for a few minutes then. 


"Ah." | nod and will myself to smile back, but it doesn't feel genuine and | got the feeling my face just twists 
into a grimace very similar to the one of Victor Hugo's wretched character Gwynplaine, the poor disfigured 


boy who always smiled even if he felt sad on the inside. 


"Though we've finished early. It'll take another hour before she turns up.” 

Johnny pulls a packet of cigarettes from his pocket and opens it with his thumb. 

| can't control my body parts, it seems, and afraid that the way my face lightens up would be visible like a 
flashlight in the darkness | turn to the side and fumble around with my notebook. 

Who wrote that line about not knowing if the mind controlled the body or vice versa? 

Oh, that was me. Right. | guess | do know now. 


Johnny gently pushes the cigarette between his lips and reaches for his lighter, without any haste. 


Normally | would name the little tobacco-filled objects ‘cancer sticks', but somehow my sarcasm is tamed 


around Johnny, as if it decided on its own that words involving a deathly disease are in no way to be 
associated with my favourite guitarist. And it is right - | would hate to think about him getting seriously ill, 
because he is a most adorable person, and oh dear, he is so darn beautiful with his face glowing in the 
shadows, gaze directed upon me. 


| notice that | haven't said a word yet. 


| clear my throat to buy some time, | cannot think of anything to say when he's looking at me so intense and 
expectant. Thank goodness he lowers his head to light his cigarette. 


"Care if | join you?" | stubbornly ignore the conspiracy of my organs of speech who shoved the words out 
with too little pause between them, yet it appears | have been able to restrain their traitorous activities a bit, 
because the question sounds only slightly excited, only slightly mumbled. 


| feel victory coming and smile. O ye foul spirits, you will not destroy my composure. 


My body immediately punishes me for being such a haughty boy and reminds me of the proverb about pride 
going before a fall - very literally. Because as Johnny looks up at me | temporarily lose my balance in the face 
of such beauty and .. something else. 


A devilish gleam passes over his boyish features, and he looks much like Rimbaud, the angelic seducer, very 
aware of his effect on his older friend. Does that make me the miserable and ugly Verlaine? | suppose. | 
wouldn't mind if he shot me in the hand if we were to spend two years of vie bohème together. I'd prefer not 


to go bald like the French poet, though. 


But then that flame of mischief is gone - it occurs to me that it could have just been the lighter flickering, 
anyway. 

Johnny's all back to his normal self, unaware of how lovely and irresistible he is, and he hollows his pale cheeks 
and sucks a lungful of smoke inside his chest. 

It's different from how he smokes when he's busy or playing, that's just consuming then, but right now it 
looks like he absolutely enjoys it. Which is a rather delicious look on him, | have to say. 


He takes the fag from his mouth and exhales slowly, lips rounded to a silent ‘0. 
Whirling and curling clouds of smoke surround us with every exhalation, and | watch them in awe. 
Whether Johnny smokes his cigs in the corner of his mouth or whether he's getting all playful and doing 


smoke rings, either way he looks just downright cool. 


He's got that rogueish look on him of a boy who spent his youth in the streets among all the weird and shady 
figures that crowded the quarters of our childhood. 
A delicate soul who tries to adapt to the rough environment, playing tough. 


A Dickensian hero from the working class. 


And it is killing me. How strikingly pretty he is, how charming and impish and casual. 
And he doesn't even know it. That just doubles the effect. 


I'm pulled out of my reverie when | hear him cough, and immediately | say, "Smoking is bad for you.” 

| didn't even think, it came out like | was programmed to release health wisdom on reflex. I'm feeling very 
much like my own mum, but ere | can say anything else he shuts me up with a smiling look. 

If you've always believed smiling was all about lips, you were wrong. Johnny will show you that it's the eyes 
that make a smile. Bright and warm eyes that twinkle when he finds something funny, and that shine when he's 
in a good mood, and that look dark and clouded when he's brooding. 

l'm not at my best regarding poetry today, but can you blame me when he smiles at me like that? 


"Don't be a drag, Moz," he slurs in his adorably unintelligible Manchester accent. 

"Take a drag." And he hands me his half-smoked cigarette, the end of which is still warm from his mouth. | 
don't know why | even take it, | don't really like cigarettes. The smoke, the taste. 

What | like about them is just one sole thing, and that is they remind me of Johnny. 

Whenever | smell cigarette smoke, | look out for him, whenever | see a hand holding a cig, my heart jumps with 
the hope it might be Johnny. 

| also started to imagine..well, you know. What it would taste like. His mouth. On mine. 

I've tried cigarettes before, so | know the taste; roughly, at least. | wonder how exactly the flavour will turn 


out if combined with Johnny's very own. 


My hand, meanwhile, extends like it's got a will of its own, and takes what's left of the fag, shaking slightly of 
course. | stare at it and then back to Johnny, and bring the smouldering cigarette to my mouth. 

Suddenly | feel very young and very innocent, and Johnny, who somehow stands quite close to me now, feels 
like my older lover, dangerous and debauching. 

He watches me with curiosity as my lips touch the bit where his mouth has just been, and | get all excited 
about that thought. | try to taste him on the piece now enveloped by my own lips, but there is only a very 
faint flavour lingering, not nearly enough to satisfy my hunger for him. 


While the cigarette glows in a deep, alarming red, | inhale the tobacco-flavoured fog that immediately starts to 
sting in my eyes and burn in my throat and chest. My body is betraying me once again, and | rebel against it. 
Try to suppress the urge to cough. Johnny watches me intently as | choke down the need to clear my itching 
throat and fight against the tears that well up in my eyes. From the corner of my eye | can see Johnny 
bending forward slightly. | keep on suppressing my natural reactions, but my face feels odd from the effort it 
takes to keep it straight. Johnny's eyes are still on me. He doesn't give me a moment to cover up my 
awkwardness. Fine. I'm used to the company of embarrassment anyway. Holding it back becomes unbearable as 
the itching and stinging sensations get worse, and finally | can't take it anymore. | cough violently and let the 


tears run down my face. 


"That stuff is disgusting," | manage to choke out, wiping my eyes. Yet, | am rewarded for my aching throat, as 
Johnny's husky chuckle makes it all worth. So its been about my reaction all along. And that was why he never 
got his eyes off me: to see me struggling and then losing, pulling a face, coughing and crying. That's what he 
wanted to see. Me not being able to maintain my composed self, losing all self-control and giving in to my 
body's reactions, to nature and instinct and all that. 

Might make me seem human and vulnerable, and | know he likes me that way. When | act all natural, even if 


it's due to something as unpleasant as a scratchy throat. He taunts me when | yawn, when | sneeze or when 


my stomach is rumbling. He looks pleased then, as if he wanted to say ‘See? You're just a human being, after 
all. Don't deny your body, Moz’ And he is so right. If one cares only about the mind, one becomes all nose, or 


all forehead, as Lord Henry said. 


| might be all forehead now, because Johnny urges me to ‘stop thinking and take another drag’, and | do as | 
am told. Three more and the cigarette is gone. | feel a bit lightheaded and lean back against the wall. My knees 
get all wobbly when Johnny leans back next to me and asks if | want to smoke another one with him. | nod. 


Whatever you like, darling. | can endure an ashtray tongue if it means | can spend some time with you alone. 


He lights the tobacco stick caught between his lips, inhales deeply and passes it on to me. We toke turns, just 
staring into the dark that is dimly lit by street lamps here and there, and | try my best to display my Wildean 
charm, though it might not be visible too well in the darkness. Whatever, | am happy enough to just stand 
there smoking with him. 


Two lungfuls later he mumbles, "Thank you, Moz." 
"What for?" | want to know. It's not that great of a deal - waiting with him is my pleasure, and more so than 
he'll ever guess. As for the smoking, | am not as disgusted by it as | pretend to be, its okay, really. 


He doesn't look at me as he hands over the cigarette again, letting the smoke escape his lungs. The exhalation 
seems a bit too slow, too stretched, as if he wants to delay the answer. 

His tongue darts out to wet his lips, he swallows, and for the first time this evening | get the feeling that my 
body's not the only one conspiring against his owner. 

My ears and his mouth work badly enough, so | barely catch the low mumble coming from him. 

He has to repeat it. 


"For being so understanding.’ He glances at me as if to make sure | get what he's talking about. At my puzzled 
expression, he looks aside and explains, "We wouldn't get along so well .. all of us, that is ... if it wasn't for each 
of us playing along .. keeping the balance .." Johnny trails off, gesturing as if he doesn't know how to put in 
words what he meant to tell me, helpless. 


He clears his throat and tries again, more serious this time. 


"What | wanna say is - it wouldn't be possible for me to have all of this, the band, us, and Angie, if only one of 
the people involved wouldn't give me the freedom and understanding to maintain my musical career as well as 
my relationship and friendships." 

Johnny slumps back against the wall as if saying those words took an immeasurable amount of effort. He looks 


rather weary all of a sudden. 


The message is sinking in. | understand why he thinks he'd have to thank me. 

At first, it doesn't make sense. 

Because no band mate would have the right to forbid another one to see his girlfriend 

Especially not if it's someone like Angie, who is always so supportive of the band. About whom you can't say 
anything bad. Who you know gives Johnny a lot of energy for his dedication to the music. 

So the reason he appreciates my .. courtesy, if you want to call it that .. is Johnny knows that it's difficult for 


And the realisation that he can obviously hear the tremors in my ribcage makes everything inside me go cold 
and stiff all of a sudden. | feel awfully sick 

From the corner of my eye | dare to glance at him quickly, spotting his face coming closer. 

His voice is near a whisper, when he talks into my ear: “There are rumours about us ..” 

He doesn't finish his sentence, perhaps too disgusted or disturbed to say it out loud 

My eyes close. Finally, they cooperate. | really don't want to look in his face now. 


"IFs not just made up, you know." 


A sigh of which l'm not sure whether it is coming from me or him. 

What is he going to tell me now? ‘I'm engaged to someone else, Werther? 

My eyelids move. They are way too curious, and | cannot control them. 

Maybe they are masochistic? Or driven by hope. 

Whatever it is that keeps them going, that makes them exposing my vision to this miserable world each 
morning as if they're still positive they'd find something beautiful, whatever makes them open up to Johnny 
now, | don't know it but | let them do anyway. 


Its not as if | had much of a choice. 


l'm rewarded with a close-up of Johnny's beautiful brown eyes, a bright brown that | can never quite classify 
because usually | don't have the courage to look long and close enough, and also because there may be words 


for the colour, but not for the affection with which | look at it, and certainly not for what it does to my guts. 


He lets the last cigarette drop down and stamps it out, all the while looking into my eyes with a sort of pained 
expression. | stare back and let my eyes do the rest of the work, conveying my emotions and whatnot. It is 
really not possible for me to say everything | want to, and | hope they help to get across at least some of the 
important messages. My insides feel funny, like they do when Johnny plays a particularly melancholy tune and | 
cannot tell him how much it touches me, like my lips were sewn together by the fear of destroying something, 
by the fear of words that are tied to the conventions of language, not able to go past the used expressions, 
words that act on their own and travel far from the original intent of the speaker. 


And now that | look | can see a very similar fear in Johnny's eyes. The fear of having said too much. The fear 
of having said anything at all when silence would have been the best solution 

| know that he loves Angie truly and fully and that he's not going to break up with her. 

| also know that he loves me dearly, and maybe more than is comfortable for him. 

| can feel that sometimes he does not know how to live out his loves without hurting someone. 

And we both know, and now it comes to the surface painfully, that that's just how it works. 

The dynamics between the three of us is what keeps us going, like the complicated relationship between 
Werther, Lotte and Albert is what drives the plot of Goethe's famous lovesickness-book. 

The unbearable tension is what The Smiths’ songs are made of, the being torn between is what makes Johnny 
play his greatest tunes, the impossible love is what makes me write my best lyrics, it is inspiring and intense 
and it strains us to the point of crackup. 


We also know, and both realisations hurt, that we need to continue that way if we want to be as creative and 
successful as we are now, and that we cannot continue that way for too long. 

It will either destroy us or the band. No matter what we do. We have already reached a point where there 
cannot be a turning back, there is only stumbling forward - even more so now that what had been hidden has 
been vocalised. And whatever direction we will take, it will not end well, and it will probably end soon. We're 


already facing a dawning farewell. 


It is with this terribly sad knowledge that Johnny whispers something about ‘just this once’ and ‘Moz’ and leans 


forward, hands sliding into the nape of my neck and on my jaw, and there is the sensation of lips on mine. 


With frustration | remark that the one time | need my body in control it is ruled by the mind. 
| want to feel, want to enjoy , and all | can do is think think think. 
My brain runs through the archive of poetry and literature I've read, and films I've seen, and tries to find a 


comparable scene, or words to describe how it feels to be kissed by Johnny. 


It is quite unsuccessful in doing so, as it cannot even grasp the experience. | am too busy processing that this 
- what I've been dreaming about day and night and wished for so intensely | was short of going insane - is 
actually happening. 

| cannot cope with my longing being satisfied, and so unexpectedly. 


It is Johnny's mouth, is all | can think of, but my heart fails to feel it. 
| am too excited. Too desperate to get as much pleasure as possible out of this situation, which will probably 


never be offered to me again 


Johnny feels it, and he knows me, and | bet he can almost hear my racing thoughts, and that is why he stops, 
shoves me gently against the wall, looks deep into my eyes and descends his mouth upon mine yet again .. and 
doesn't touch me. 

His breath is on my lips, and then on my neck, my jaw, my earlobe, but his lips do not make contact with my 
skin 

He exhales hotly over my Adam's apple and | shiver, then he's back at the shell of my ear, whispering, "I'm 
going to kiss you now, Moz" | want to make a noise of agreement, or acknowledgement, but my throat sends 
out a needy whimper instead. Words do have a certain effect on me, | cannot deny. 


And I'm glad that Johnny uses it to his advantage. 


‘lm going to kiss you slowly, and .." he hesitates briefly, ".. lovingly ..", and he nearly kills me with this 
whispering voice of his, ".. and passionately, until your knees can't hold you up any longer. And I'm gonna make 


you moan. Into my mouth." 


My heart throbs so heavily now, | doubt | could endure any more of this. | feel all tingly, and bewitched, and a 
little aroused, and it amazes me how Johnny managed to shut up my thoughts and let the feeling come back 
into me, rushing through my veins, my nerves, my heart, my head, filling my whole being, and now | am 


prepared to give into this contact which is not solely a bodily one. 


There's so much more woven into the touch, it penetrates my skin as Johnny's knuckles brush my cheek, that 
small movement alone is so full of affection that it causes my limbs to quiver, and this time | don't need to 
hide it. Shivers run up and down my spine as the very core of me is shaken, spreading its quakes to all of my 
muscles, and he has not even kissed me yet. 


His lips come very close to mine and | can almost feel them, but before they touch he retreats, strokes the 
nape of my neck and nudges my head with his nose, inhaling the scent of my hair deeply. 
| am a molten mess by now and my heartbeat shoots up each time | can feel his breath near my mouth, all 


expectant and excited, and he turns me into a heavily breathing wreck of desire. 


I've started to make little noises without even noticing, and he chuckles huskily and softly, and his voice 
vibrates through my bones, and | cannot take his teasing any longer. 
Johnny lets out a stifled gasp as all of a sudden | grab him by the shoulders and turn him around, so he is 


the one pressed firmly against the wall now. 


And dear god, does it feel good to have my way with him. 
| lean against him with all of my weight and wrap my arms around him, so we both feel the other's body from 
head to toe. Then, before my courage leaves me, | finally make our mouths meet. 


It is a heavenly moment of my lips gliding all over his, the whole length, slowly and gently, from one corner of 
his mouth to the other. And the way he moves beneath me, the way he sighs against my mouth makes me 


almost lose control. 


Lots and lots of tender teasing and lips-only touches ensue. But Johnny's a mean one. He darts out the tip of 
his tongue to lick here and there, always when I'm not expecting it, and it makes me moan and wince and go 


wild. 


We start kissing in earnest now. Wet. Deep. Every part of our mouths is involved. His teeth catch my lip, only 
briefly, but with such raw passion and hunger that | nearly lose my mind. He wants me that much. He craves 


for more, yet there could never be enough. 


Then the breathtaking sensation of his tongue sliding in and out of my mouth, stroking my swollen lips as he is 
doing so, while his hands roam underneath my coat for some warm caresses. 

A happy sound of complete devotion, muffled by my own hungry mouth, and my heart pounds so fast I'm not 
even sure it's still beating. 


My fingers are in his hair, it is silky and so much fun to ruffle and pet, and who am | to withstand 
temptation? | rather regard it like old Oscar - it might not come back. 

Quite ironic, isn't it? The longing will kill you either way, because love is always cruel - whether requited or 
not, you can never be happy, because if it's not the hunger for the forbidden fruit that's devouring you from 
the inside, it is the greed for more and more that leaves you unsatisfied. 


Satisfaction is even worse, because all the happiness can quickly turn into tiresome routine and therefore 


destroy the precious bound that meant so much once. 


And if none of this is happening, there is still the eternal enemy of time, decay and death to face. 


Maybe it is better | only get an hour of passionate kissing with Johnny that | can always remember. 
Wouldn't it be unbearable to be a happy couple and knowing there is no forever? And then with years passing 
by getting more and more afraid of loss, and of the idea that death will end all of this wonderful and special 
love that you share? 

No, | couldn't take that. 

An hour of half-earthly and half-transcendental pleasure | can handle. 

| think. 


Because when Johnny's palm presses against my chest with an overwhelming urgency | can sense every want 
and thought within him, and it is making me lightheaded. 

Before kissing me deeply once again, his nose nuzzles mine lovingly, and in this tiny caress there lies a fondness 
that knows no bounds. And | am gripped by a feeling that knows no words. 

Its spreading through me like it came from inside, from myself. And suddenly it is not me and my body, but | 
am me, my body belongs to my person, | am one whole being and | feel with every inch of my skin and all my 
senses as well as with my heart and mind. 

After all, it is the mind that rules the body, isn't it? Because everything is located in the brain, and it is 
responsible for everything we feel, physically or mentally. And love is somewhere in between, is it not? It is 


both physical and mental, plus some other dimensions | cannot quite place or find names for. 


Johnny stands before me, and he is glowing with something that almost literally emits from him like light, like 


some sort of palpable phenomenon even. 
| wrap around him, holding him close. | am all warm. 


We start kissing again, and each bite of teeth and each stroke of tongue and each touch of lips is making me 
feel , and it's almost too much to take, and | cannot stand it. 

| am oversensitive by now, neither supporting the pleasure of the physical sensations nor the emotions they 
carry, and oh my gosh what is Johnny doing? God that feels good, so good, too good.. 

"Moz," he whispers in between the kissing, "Moz." 

| wasn't even aware | let out some breathless "Johnny's myself, and as we join our lips again, so wet their 
gliding produces delicious thrills of sheer ecstasy, we moan into each other's mouths so loud that I'm afraid 


someone might be hearing us, despite our pleasure noises being muffled. 


Johnny doesn't stop moaning, and | can feel the sound oscillating on my tongue and lips, and suddenly it's like | 
can feel Johnny within me, his very being inside me, and everything is so bright all of a sudden, and there is 


the sound of an approaching engine, and ... oh. No. 


We break, no, we literally jump apart in shock as a car pulls by. 
But it's not Angie. Not yet. 


Still, the interruption makes us regain consciousness somehow, thinking of all those things we completely forgot 


about while being so lost in each other, so absorbed. 


We check our hair and clothes, and our swollen lips, and while we're cooling down, wordless, still recovering 
from the fright, we smoke another cigarette together. 


Its like a last kiss, tasting of Johnny and tobacco over and over. 


After a few minutes, another car pulls in, and this time it is Angie. Johnny taps me on the shoulder and he 
turns to face me so that his head covers mine and we can share one last knowing and meaningful look. We 
don't say anything, and | just watch him walk up to the vehicle, get in, greet his girlfriend and wave goodbye as 
they drive away. 


| lean against the wall and light the cigarette he left in my pocket. 
When she kisses him tonight, she will taste nothing but smoke. 


